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STREET CAR TRANSFERS.
Defeated In the District Court in its fight against
_ transfers at Intersecting points where transfers
' hitherto been refused, the Interurban Company
eatens to continue the contest in the higher ocourts.
ild it not be the part of wisdom to accept Justice
pster’s ruling and make the best of it?
% To do so would be to avold protractod and expensive
Mzation which in the end is almost certain to result
lavorably. to the company. There would also, by
nmediate it ungraclous compliance with the Court’s
m be the moral galn of a polnt conceded to popu-
r demand.
The general trend of judicial rullngs in cases where
 public has been granted privileges by a corporation
of Its own creation is to view such privileges as public
rights to be conceded by the ocorporations wherever le-
‘gitimately demanded. It is thus that a deferred com-
‘pensation, small at best, is given the public from the
holdere of public franchises procured originally as a
free gift or for a trifiing return ridiculously out of pro-
‘portion to the value of the franchise so cheaply acquired.
. Transfers are refused between the Third avenue rall-
—yond and the lines of the Metropolitan Traction Com-
‘pany. Yet in the case of the Third avenue road, char-
‘tered in the days of stage coaches, the rate of payment
‘agreed upon for the valuable franchise and still continu-
ing was less per year per car than a car now earns in a
day. The Metropolitan lines, if the published state-
~ ment for 1900 is correct, earned in that year more than
,000,000, of which the ecity recelved only $200,000 in
rentals!

lie from corporations that have fattened on cheap fran-
Y 88 the small return of transfers? Even if the roads
8 thereby to be put to large additional expense this

unfair. Actually, as the practical workings of the

er system show, it would result in increased
‘business, \

THE PARK ROW CRUSH.

The usual sentimental considerations do not avall
. #guinst the proposed cutting off of a small slice of City

" Hall Park to widen Park Row. The park will not there-
y be rendered less ornamental, while there will be a
¥ory great gain In usefulness for the fifteen-foot strip
. that is added to the etreet.
< ,f_;if The vast tide of pedestrians and vehioles which
m” through Park Row to the Bridge and the ele-
‘vated station in the afternoon rush hours is congested
‘the danger point. Probably nowhere else in the world
' 80 dense a mass of moving humanity to be found.
. It was bad enough ten years ago, and every office bulld-
ing that has since gone up below Frankfort street has
made it worse. The limits of safety were long ago
passed. Merely to move with the crowd involves dis-
comfort. To cross the street at any point from the Post-

to the Bridge is an undertaking the perils of
h are not exaggerated in the statement that it
pe & very real risk of life and limb.

strip from the park making possible a new side-
mlk on the western side of the Row or the extension
of the existing one would provide an appneciable relief,
it would fall far short of putting an end to the

: MISSISSIPPI BOAT RACES.

- True realism in the Mississippi boat race proposed
. by 81y Thomas Lipton and approved by Merk Twaln as
a M of the St. Louls World's Fair will demand,
first, a “nigger squat on the safety valve.”

Then there should be bar'ls of resin and lard cast
p the glowing furnaces, while smoke of inky black-
8 pours out of the tall smokestacks. And up in the
/planters, with bags of gold, the strings of which
@uy cut with bowle knives, play for high stakes, plan-
tations if the game grows warm, and out on the guards
1”uinnlel pick the banjo and there is music on the
- water. In a six-day mace the excitement has time to

; 5‘ Buch a race would be a most characteristic exhibit
"' of American life of befo' the war times. That life is so
‘completely gone that grown men known of it only by
. If with the above accessories we could have
racing boats reproduce the Robert E. Lee and the
« with bluff old Capt. Leathers in the pilot-
and perhaps Mark Twain with him getting his
whiff of burning cotton up the epeaking tube, the
s Inevitable hazing of the new pllot, the realism
t vividly recall the old days.
“To have an explosion or a fire at the end of the race
dd heighten the illusion of reality., “All boats has
day on the Missiesip',” says Mr. Hay's hero, and it
y came in fire or a bursting boiler,

SUBURBAN POSSIBILITIES.
Prosident Baldwin promises thirty miles of Long
gnd within three-quarters of an hour as a result of
) Bast River tunnel ‘and the uptown station. This is
ier more interesting than “fifteen minutes to Har-
3" because the desire meems to be a growing one
wage earners of moderate incomes to exchange a
. stuffy flat for a detached house in the suburbs with a
[ plot of ground to it and the feeling of Independence
Which its possession insures. To realize this ambition
ile forgetting the existence of ferries will be a boon,
are some who will ever prefer the city lamp-

B8E Lo the country tree, but those who observe that the
polis is becoming more and more an abiding place

# thé very rich or the very poor realize also thet the
Mt recourse for the man of modest salary ls the coun-

; f ‘Ir. Baldwin ean redecm his prowmise he will de-
well of his fellow-men.

A WIFE'S FRIEND.

| #he type of man who makes love to another man's
il compromises her good name we have an excel-
ple in Percival Covert, who killed Mrs, S8choon-
nd himself.

well dressed, most attractive externally,

aex.

princess does?

town without the consent or knowledge of the husband.
It may ba that on the part of Mrs. Schoonmaker the at-
tachment was so blameless that she would have ridi-
culed any suggestion of gulltiness. The course of events
showed how easily such attentions may pass beyond
control.

WOMEN AND CIGARETTES.
It is, of course, a woman's inalienable right to smoke,
but why she should wish to exercise this right passes
the comprehension of many masculine admirers of tho
The weed that burns the pocket, fouls the clothes
and makes a chimney of the nose for man seems, even
in the mild gray-blue vapor of the cigarette, to soll
ineffaceably the fair llvs from which it Issues.
Old-fashioned prudery, perhaps. But surely if the
habit of rmoking has grown among women to the point
where a chance for profit 18 seen in the establishment of

a smoking-room for them on Fifth avenue, it has made
a progress that will be deplored by persons not strait-
laced in thelr opinlons.
Princesses smoke, to be sure. But can a self-respect-
ing American girl do with impunity everything that a
Is the transient and usually make-be-
lleve gratification that cigarettes give a pretty emoker
worth the loss of delicacy which their use necessitates?
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THE OkD JOKES’ HOME

Send for the ambulance:

Mrs. Green—I see hoarhound is getting cheaper,

Mr, Green—Not that I am aware of.

Mra. Green—Yes; see the sign on the druggist’'s window:
‘““Hoarhound drops five cents.”

“Don't let your dog bite me.”
‘‘He won't bite, ma'am.”
‘““But he's showing his teeth.'

“If you had as good teeth as he has you'd be showing
them too.'’

8o I hear you have a niece and are an uncle, Freddy."

“No, baby's a girl and I'm an aunt.”

Dootor—Your wife will pull through tf lockjaw,don't set in,
Mr. P.—Then she's all right; you don't know her.

OFFICER FRANKLAND, Bayonne, N, J.

Prof. Joah M. A. Long:

Please put these In the hibernating wand:
Why {8 a policeman like a rainbow?

Beocause he always appears after the storm is over,

Why is the Fourth of July like oysters?

Because you can't enjoy them without crackers.

Why did the chicken cross the street?

Because there was a susplalous-looking nigger on the other
CLARENCE GOOSBERRY, 8. P. C. H.

Hauled In feom Haokensaok,
Prof. Josh M. A. Long:

Here are a few conundrumse:

If a man cannot learn by experience, why Is he llke a
laure!? Because he 1s an evergreen.
Why Is a boothlack Ilke a clever schoolmaster?
he polishes tlie understandings.
Why 1s a wselfish friend lUke the letter *‘p'? Because,

though he is the first in pity, he Is the last In help.
Why Is an umbrella high church? Because it always
keops lent.
What is always behind time? The back of a watch,
MISS ANNID KEMPTON, Hackensack, N, J.

Brought Out of a Jersey Saloon.

Prof. Josh M. A. Long:

1 went Into a saloon and called for lager and porter. The

I asked him, “What Is the mat-

ter with the porter?”. He sald the porter was washing win-
PETER DAILRY,

No. 21 Brunswick ptreet, Jersey City,

TEACHER — If
you had three ap-

ples and
you two,
would you have?

STUDENT —
Crampsl
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OTE another of our renovated and made-over old jokes
sbove. Space does not permit our printing a ‘‘before”
as well as an ""after'’ treatment picture,
ine this sturdy jest as a decrepit guest when it first ar-
rived at the Old Jokes' Home.
Badges. The handsome badges of the SBoclety for the Pre-
vention of Cruelty to Humor can still be obtalned by sending
a two-cent stamp to Prof. Josh M. A. Long.
Following are the old jokes taken Into custody yesterday
by Jerry Sullivan arnd other vigilant and efMclent ofMcers of
the 8. P. C. H., and brought to the 014 Jokes' Home by tho
busy blue ambulance and Joe-Mfller, the good old chestnut,
the only horse with a hyphen. Have you a badge? Are you
doing your duty?
IP-noo Recelved Yesterday.
A Dunch from Bayonne.
Prof. Josh M. A. Long:
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THE Ci7y MALL PARK BENCHES
ARE WiLL OCCWPIED,

SOME OF THE SAME OLD «SIGNS OF SPRING.”

BAO CASE OF n (w8 wis ovE )
*SPRING FEVER" (17 THE orr/ct)
OR TIREBOD: -FEELING,

AT %
i

THE REGULAR
SPRING RUMOR oOm
TNE 5QUIRES
RETUVR N Hag
ARRIVE D,

M el N

y
1
%———
“BEEN /N DE HOUSE ALL s7agar
WI/NTER,EH P~ GEE! T WIS AGAIN Wity
70vGHT YER wuz DEAD! vs”

Now the shad and organ-grinder give their annual reminder

That winter's past; and “signs of spring” once more come flocking out.
For the Bock is gayly bocking and the spring coat we're un-hocking,
And the sandwich man feels sap stir in the boards he lugs about.
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FRE RUNNING
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TwE MoOST WELCOME
SIGN OF SPRING,

Some of the Best

about reepecting the Monroe'doctrine?"’

ing to be.'—Chicago Record-Herald.

noise and Hustie of the city?"’
do."—~Philadelphla Press

RESOURCES. ?t::‘t\';un sipped past d dro
: 9 ’ ' a st an pped nto
Archle—Well, W's raining, and you| .o .70 P00 o0 girl turned and she
.;w the sweet, wistful face in the depths
he big sunbonnet, her n -
ow W it driving | Do woul @t ' r fingers re
eggle—Golng E Yo' |1axed and the folde of the skirt foll
back into tuelr former graceful curves,
At that moment the conductor entered,
p— He came straight to the girl, for she
was the ouly passenger who had taken
A woman pever hits what she aims &%) 0 trin from e mountetn station,
As he stopped beside her chair she held
: iR out & handful of small codns,
ONLY THE TRUTH. mb A nouoodl that the ey in the sun-
. our wife accused you of spend- | POnMet were large and beautiful, and
Bo ¥y y P that the long lashes were wet with the
tears that were being resolutely held

can't take Miss Delia Kitt out Arlving.
How will you put in the afternoon?

think I'm so hard up that I hayen't a
rainy-day girl?—Chleago Tribune.

unless she throws a kiss —Somerville
Journal.

ing that extra dollar in hard drink,'" in-
terrogated Guyer.
“Yes," replled Rounder, “but I told|back,
her 1 spent it In cherries." a
“Get out! Where can you find cher- | Then withomt waiting for a reply, as his
eyes swopt down the cowwely clad fig-
“In cocltalle.'—~Chjcago News, ure, "Haven't you meade a mistake, my
— girl? This le & parior car.”
"1 "":."“ hit's all right,” answered
1s would call the |the girl Ustlessly; ‘Sthe man outside sald
Suipar~s SUuBetee Pay for me to get In quick. Here's yo'
money."

& man about town, physically prepossessing

the surface the inferlority of character
ries th!s tyme of the year}"

Jokes of the Day.

ONE THING SURE. T

Do you belleve Gernany is in earnest
“I don't know. If she lsn't she's go-

“ILiving in the coumtry now, eh?'
“Yes."

“Don’'t you miss the early moring

““Well, when I miss the 7.08 train 1

NEVER GOES AMI8S,

COURSE OF TRUE LOVE, &C.

(Copyright, 1908, by Dally Story Pub.’ Co.)
HE ginl gave a pitifal sob as the
train curved away from the station,
showing through the car window the
ragged slope of Hog Back, with the
few Msolnted cabins In their little clear-
:::uﬂ;mon‘ n;ho pines. High up toward
&e, and above all the other cabins,
TWO MISSES. & tiny wreath of blue smoke curled over
the trees and lost itself In the clouds.
That was from Herk's ohimney and he
was cooking his dinner. Then the girl's
shoulders straightened suddenly
her gaze left the window.
woman In the next ohair had
little closer when

asked the oconductor,

i

to git work., You all nesdn’' bother 'bout
no extra stoppin’' on my ‘ocount.”

“Well," doubtfully, “this money wiil
take you as far as Ridgeboro, thirty
miles, That is considerable of a piace,
But suppose we go into the next car,
You have evidently made a mistake,
And, anyway, the chalr you are in has
already been takem, You see, this car
costs extra."

“My brother i{s enjoying his cigar and
will not be back for an hour or so0,"
spoke up the woman, suddenly, ‘'Let
the girl have the chalr, conductor. 1
am glad to have her cocupy It."”

The conductor looked from her to the
girl undecldedly, then slipped the coins
into his pocket and walked away, The
gir! turned to her nelghbor.

“How's he mean extra?™ she Inguired,
“I never ast no price, an' I give him
my money."*

“Perhaps he thought you might not
want Lo give any more than was neces-
sary,” the woman suggested. ‘'Passen-
gers have to pay extra for using the
chairs in this car,"

“O—oh!" The girl half rose, “Don’'t
ye reckon he took hit out o my %0
cents?"’

“No, 1 don't think he did. But it
doesn't matter. The chalr ls mine.”

But the girl wes standing now. “I
don't want nobody to give''— ghe began,
when the woman reached out and
touched her on the arm,

“Sit down, my dear,” wshe smiled
pleasantly: “you are my guest, you

know It I should go up W your

home on the mountain wouldn't you
let me have a chalr to sif on?"

A DOVBLE LOVE CHASE.—By F. H. Sweet.

The Story of a Mountain Maid a nd a Society Woman.

frankly, “I-I started it. But Herk's
& strong man an' ought to give in."

“Men are sometimes stubborn,
when thelr hearts are breaking.
the woman who should give In, espe-
olally i{f she ls a iMtle in the wrong.
Love means so much more to her, and
—and It 18 so easy for one's life to be
ruined. You muet go back and make It
up with Herk, dear."

“1 oan't,” shortly.

“Would you like to go through al
your life without seeing or hearicg from
him, juet living for yourself?"

“But 1 wouldn't,” with sudden alerm
“Herk's plumb eure to
come an' look for me arter a while'
She half rose as the train began to
glacken speed, her face flushing, ‘Hit's

Brant's Bridge," she uxpllln.od; ‘‘peven
she saw the tintype raised passionately | miles from 1

ecoonds, then eank down doubtfully
upon the chair, and goon after turned to
the window. A rugged, pine-wooded
slope was sweeping by and on §t were
small clearings and cabins, and blue
emoke losing iteelf in the clouds; but
it was not her siope and cabins and
smoke, and presently her guze came
back mistlly into the car, The woman
wag gazing out at the slope, also, for
it was wild and good to lpok upon.
Then in the reflection on the window
glass she saw the girl's hand go to
the bosom of her dress and draw out
a small tintype such as were made by
cheap, wandering photographers. The
woman at firet saw without ohserviug;
then reallsing whal she was doing she
suddenly turned her ochair so as to
shut out the reflection, but not before

to the girl's lips. It wus only when
she heard a low sob, instantly checked,
that she swung her chelr back again,
sharply,

"My dear,” she sald, and there was

you quarreled?"

how'd ye know?"

“Oh, women have & way of dwvin-
Ing such things, perhaps. 1s he nice?'
The sunbonnet was pushed back
suddenly, the eyes were shining,
‘Nice? Herk nice™' The girl drew
a long, ecstatic breath which ended

lookin' an' best workin'."
“And you quarreled?’

an odd little catch in her voice, “have -

s & good man—oas
n

The girl started, her eyes opening
wide, *Y-yes,” she hesitated, ‘'‘but

me some
g‘hﬂ for you,

In & sob. 'He's the best man on the
whole mount'n, the strongest an' best

There was &

GaT Chane

Occurred.

In my studio.

thrown, ghostlike, about it.

upon h!s kneeas.
A strange pleture of life and death!

ening music fillilng the alr with mystery.

live forever.

prized so much.

found.

Shipboard.

For sixty hours on end he trumpeted

His body overboard; and all that day
Six tons of Jingo floated on the deep.
Butchered to make a Yankee holiday,

HOW CHOPIN COMPOSED
HIS “FUNERAL MARCH.”

As Told by Ziem, in Whose Siudio the Sceme

ATE one summer's afternoon Chopin and I sat talking

1 spoke of music and he of painting.
not? Artists are very fond of exchanging views in this way.

In one corner of the rovm stood a plano and in another
the complete skeleton of & man, with a large white cloth

1 noticed that now and again Chopin's gaze would wander,
and, from my knowledge of the man, I knew that his
thoughts were far away from me and his surroundings.
More than that, I knew that he was composing.
Presently he rose from his seat without a word, walked
over to the skeloton and removed the cloth. He then carried
it to the pilano, and, seating himself, took the hideous object

Then drawing the
white cloth round himself and the skeleton, he laid the lat~
ter's fingers over his own and began to play.

There was no hesitation in the siow, measured flow of
sound which he and the skeleton conjured up.

As the music swelled In a louder strain I closed my eyes,
for there was something welrd in that picture of man and
skeleton seated at the piano, with the shadows of evening
deepening around them and the ever-sweldng and ever-soft-

And I knew I was listening to a composition which would
The muslc ceased, and when I looked up the plano chalr
was empty, and on the floor lay Chopin’s unconscious
and beslde h'm, smashed all to pleces, was the skeletom

The great composer had swooned, but his march wr
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PUNCH’S ODE TO JINGO.
A Wail for the Big RElephant that Died on

ROM babyhood, for one-and-twenty years
Beloved by all who knew him, in the Zoo
He lived (and might have died) a blameless Mfe
On nuts and buns. But ah! 'Twas not to be.
Not for his blamelessness could he escape
The common doom of all the ‘‘biggest’ things—
The almighty dollar stretched its tentacles
Across the herring-pond and roped him in.
They broke his mighty heart; he would not eat.

(Oh, Bousa, what a golden chance was here!),
And mwurdered sleep, till on the afternoon
Of March the twelfth he died. Obh, fatal date—
Just three days short of ;that pale Ides of March
Whert Caesar perished—A. D. IV, 1Id. Mart.
They wrapped him (doubtless) in the Stars and Stripes
They hoisted up a derrick and tney hove
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